TALES OF DESTINY

" I was yet a young man when a widely spread plot
among the rival tribesmen to destroy Shir Jurtfla
Khan's power had come to a head, and had resulted
in a determined and prolonged attack upon his cita-
del. Numbers had told, our outlying fields had been
devastated, our flocks and herds driven away, and
crowded within the walls of the fortress were
refugees from all the surrounding countryside. We
had been cooped up through the summer, we had
lost our annual crops, and without the usual re-
plenishment granaries and warehouses were begin-
ning to wear an empty look, with but sorry promise
for the winter. But, calm and undismayed, his proud
look and serene smile ever the same, Shir Jumla
Khan continued to feed the hungry host within his
gates and now absolutely dependent upon his protec-
tion.

" The coming of winter would mean for us some
relief, for the first snows would scatter the be-
leaguering hosts, sending them back to their own
valleys, and giving us the chance, in the intervals
of the season's storms, to make a few forays on our
own account on neighbouring communities, which,
taken one at a time, would be pretty well at our
mercy. But if we reasoned in this wise so did our
enemies; for it was now toward the close of the
month of August and redoubled efforts were being
put forth to accomplish the breaching of our walls,
so that The Tiger of the Pathans might be slain be-
fore there was the chance of his fangs and claws
again becoming dangerous.
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